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gentlemen invariably carry with them in the theatre, and which
they present to singers in moments of uncontrollable admiration.
Melba has commanded Sir Augustus to put on that favorite
Donizettian clief-d'&uvrs Lucia di Lammermoor, for the better
display of her roulades; and Sir Augustus has gallantly consented.
Having heard the work rather frequently in the course of my early
career, I do not look forward to the occasion with much curiosity.
The second Patti concert at die Albert Hall ended with a re-
cital of a "lyric drama, in one act, entitled Gabriella, specially
composed for, and dedicated to, Madame Adelina Patti, by
Emilic Pizzi." I came rather late: in fact, if the honest truth must
be told, I did not get to the Albert Hall until a quarter of an hour
before die close of the concert, by which time all the characters
were in their death agonies, struggling with a tempestuous or-
chestration, and uttering ejaculations like "Madre infelice," "alia
morte," "Ohime! perduto," and so on. There was nodiing what-
ever to take exception to in what I heard of the music. Of the
tenor, Mr Robert Kaufmann, I must say a word. This gentleman
made his first appearance here lately at a concert which was de-
clared by some high musical authorities to be England's absolutely
finest musical achievement, and by others, including myself, to
be one of the severest afflictions of the century. I did not hear Mr
Kaufmann again until he sang the other day at Mile Kleeberg's
pianoforte recital at St James's Hall, when he proved himself a
singer of exceptionally fine artistic sensibility and intelligence,
doing a great deal with a by no means extraordinary voice. On
diis occasion Miss Kleeberg who, if not so perfectly neat and
even-handed as she used to be, has gained in freedom of expres-
sion, began solemnly by playing Beethoven, that being the proper
thing to do in St James's Hall. I bore it like a man, and even en-
joyed one variation in the sonata Op. no, which gave Mile
Kleeberg an opportunity in the style of playing in which she
excels. I have also heard M. Sevadjian, in appearance at least a
pianist to die last few inches of his hair. His reading of Beet-
hoven's Funeral March sonata was entirely original; but it did not
carry conviction to me as the reading intended by the composer.
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